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The Freezing Cold 


Author's Notes: 
A surrealistic, metaphoric story about Axl Rose. 


The freezing cold.. The cotton-like snow.. The infinite isolation.. What's better than that? There is this small and 
warm house | live in, completely by my own. | am waiting.. Not waiting for the sun, waiting for a dream. A 
dream to tear me apart from reality, and get me lost in another world.. Maybe | can have everything the way 
| wanted. Maybe | can fly, maybe | can try, again.. Maybe | can sit in a room full of roses and candles, but 
maybe | would wake up and end it all.. But the dream doesn't come, no matter how hard | try. 


Now | am waiting, in my warm house. All | hear is the storm and the blizzard. | can imagine the cold, by just 
hearing it. The snow plays the familiar melody, the melody that used to make me cry because of the way it 
makes me feel. It feels like | have already seen the dream, and this melody was what | heard in the background. 


Someone has been there before, | can feel it. Something has been changing inside me, | know it. 


| jump with the knock on my door. | first think that it is just the wind. Then | hear it again and get up, not 
feeling quite comfortable. Who can it be, in this time of my life? Is there anyone else that struggles to live in 


this isolated place? | know that | am naive, | am too young to start a whole new adventure. But the knocking 


continues. | grab the knob and open the door. The wind hits my face, hard. 


| see a figure, trembling from the cold. | realize that it's a human. I'm not sure if it's a man or a woman, 
because the person is almost frozen | have a hard time defining the person. But then, a pair of meaningful, 


green eyes greet me. Those mesmerizing eyes are like the only living part of this, .. man, | decide. 


| realize that he's been looking at me, shocked, scared and delighted at the same time. He hardly opens his 
mouth. "Is this heaven?" he says, looking above. He has a deep, calm voice. He talks to me really softly. But 
there's something in his eyes. Tears, | guess.. 


| immediately move back, allowing him to come in. | shut the door, and it gets warm again. | don't know if it is 
because | was really confused, or | saved his life, that | start to cry. But | feel like there is something special, 
something familiar with in the way | cry. | let him into the warm place where my dreams belong, | let him into 


my heart. 


Something 


He sleeps for hours and hours, after collapsing down the floor. | take off his clothes, leaving only his 
underwear before | lay him near the fireplace. | get worried, but | don't want to wake him up. | don't want to 
sleep before he wakes up either. So | just sit beside him, near the fireplace. | am glad that he is getting 
warmer. And | realize how perfect his face is. | rest my head, and think why he has come here. | feel that it 
means something. | don't know what it is, but just.. Something. 


| open my eyes, realizing that | fell asleep. And | get surprised that he is awake, and staring at me with his 


beautiful green eyes. | smile, he smiles. | finally get the courage to ask: "Who are you?" 


He chuckles, and says: "Don't you know who | am?". | shake my head, but guess that he is really famous. It 
makes me realize how long I've been up here in this small house, without seeing a single human being. But it 
doesn't feel strange when | talk to him, it feels nice. | talk to him softly, and he talks to me softly. But the way 
we look at each other is way better than that. 


"My name is-" he starts, but | stop him: "Don't. Don't tell me your name. Its not important. Names don't 
matter.” He looks at me, surprised. Then he says: "And words don't matter, do they?" 


He is right, we could mean so many things by just looking at each others eyes. Why would we turn that 
beautiful feeling into a usual sentence, which goes "I love you"? There's no need to speak, and even the way he 


looks at me makes me feel that something is changing inside me. Something big. 


Then he comes closer and closer to me, our lips finally meet. We warm each other up in that freezing night, 
we become each other's suns. We kiss, and kiss, and kiss.. None of us wants to stop. He slowly leans onto me, 
and starts kissing my neck. | sigh near his left ear, he takes a shaky breathe. Then he pushes himself forward, 
and there.. He is all inside me.. | haven't felt such thing before, and it makes me feel really good. | throw my 


head back and let him do me. | never want it to end. 


It first feels strange that | am doing this with a stranger that showed up at my door, almost frozen, But it 
feels like.. Love.. Not anything else, but pure love. | feel like he's been there before. The way he moves is really 
familiar to me, its almost scary. Maybe he is the dream I've been waiting for. Or maybe, I've already been 
dreaming about him, or dreaming with him, and | just didn't realize. Maybe he was the main theme of my 
dreams, and that familiar melody that | heard before, was playing at the background. Just like the way it is 
playing now, the sounds we both make turn into that melody over and over again. Yes, there is something 


special. Something familiar. 


After we are both done, we sit and look at each others eyes. | caress his cheek, to make sure he is warm. | 
don't want to see him frozen, | want to see him warm and even hot. And he holds my hand, without breaking 
the gaze. Then, we spend the whole night just like that, just staring at each other. My heart beats faster and 


faster every second, and his look becomes more and more tender. 


Here comes the sun Here comes the morning light, which starts warming the house, and falls nicely onto us, 
making us see each other better. "Axl" he blurts out suddenly. "l'm Axl. Axl Rose." Thats the first time | hear 
what that familiar melody says: 

"Something is changing inside you.. 


And don't you know..." 


Something magical. 


Words Dont Matter, Do They? 


Author's Notes: 

Just clarifying a few things: 

This story is filled with TONS of metaphors, almost everything in the story represents something from my 
real life. The story is mainly about how | became a fan of Axl, but as you might have understood, it is not set 
in real life (and real world) Maybe you'd understand where it is set after a few more chapters, I'll reveal it at 


the end anyway ;) 


Oh and, | honestly hate this chapter, | don't know why. But still, enjoy.. 


We spend our days together, | and Axl.. It feels strange, having company for the first time in this warm 
house. | sometimes try to find out what he was doing here in this frozen place, and where he came from, but 
he only answers by giving me a kiss. So | stop questioning him, but deep inside | really wonder the answers. 

| decide to find out. After he falls asleep, | get up. | wear the red jacket he was wearing when he first arrived, 
and | wear his cowboy boots and | silently open the door. The strong and cold wind hits my face immediately. | 
force myself to get out, and | close the door behind me. 

As always, it is snowing. | start walking, but the wind keeps pushing me back, pushing me to Axl as if 
something bad is going to happen if | stay outside. But | know that | cannot live with this curiosity. | do my 
best and manage to walk into the fog until | see some footprints, directed to my house. | find a bottle covered 
in snow. | pick it up and wipe away the snow with my trembling hands. It says "Jack Daniels". | realize that it's 
empty, but | take it with me. And | start walking again, trembling even more from the cold. Then, | find a gun. | 
slowly pick it up. It is empty too, almost frozen in the snow. | put it in the pocket of the jacket and keep on 
walking. 

Suddenly, another strong wind comes from behind. This time it does not push me back, but starts pushing me 
forward instead. | panic, my breathing getting faster. | am scared. Scared that | will not be able to go back. 
Scared that | will die, out here in the cold, and never see him again.. But there is nothing | can do, | am as 
weak as a light feather, drifting in the wind. | pull my hands inside my jacket and hug myself tightly, just 
wanting it do fade away. But the wind becomes faster and faster, it drags me as if l'm a leave that just fell 
from a tree. | feel unprotected, | feel defenseless, | feel cold.. The wind gets me away from Axl, from my Axl.. 
| feel guilty that | left him at home, without even telling him that l'm leaving. What if | never see him again? 
What if its the end? What if he dies, waiting for me to come back? What if- 

| see a cliff in front of me. | am scared. | am scared even more now. The wind doesn't seem to stop, and it 
wildly drags me to the cliff. It gets faster and faster and faster, | try to throw myself to the ground and 
meet the snow. It does not let me, and finally drags me off the cliff. 

| close my eyes while I'm falling. Minutes pass, and then hours. The cliff must be really deep. But then | start 
getting warmer. | don't feel the cold anymore, I'm not trembling. I'm alive, I'm alive.. So | decide to open my 
eyes. And when | do, | am surprised to see that | am sitting on the grass. | am safe and sound! There is no 
snow around, only beautiful trees and flowers and a white colored, mysterious sky. 


Suddenly, | see a silhouette, walking towards me. | am again not sure if it's a man or a woman, as it looks like a 


shapeless, black creature. It bends over to me, and | decide that it's a man. He hands me something, then turns 
his back and just disappears. Without any explanation. | look to see what he gave me, and | see some papers, all 
the same size. The title says "Axl Rose". | trace my fingers on the writing as if | can feel it, the way | feel 
Axl.. "Thank you." | whisper to the papers. | thank the wind that brought me here, | thank the grass that | fell 
onto, | thank the silhouette man who brought me these, and | thank the papers that have the information | 
wanted to learn. 

| look behind me and see a stairway made of grass. | take all the papers and hold them tightly, stand up and 
start walking upstairs. It takes a minute or two, and | find myself in that cold, snowy, windy, isolated place 
again. The strong wind comes as if it wants to greet me, but this time, it drags me to the opposite site. | don't 
even feel the cold anymore.. Finally I'm home, again. 

| open the door and get inside. | like how warm it is. Axl is still asleep, looking like a little child when he is 
sleeping. | first take off the jacket and the cowboy boots, putting them where I've taken them. | bend down to 
Axl and kiss his jaw softly. He mumbles in his sleep and a small smile appears on his lips. | smile back, even 
though he doesn't see it. Then | sit near the fireplace with the papers in my hands. 

| start reading, with the smile still on my face. But the smile slowly fades as | start reading, and it turns into 
a big frown. The melody comes again, the familiar melody | hear every time. This time I'm sick of it, | want it 
to end. It hurts my ears, it melts my brain. After | finish reading everything, every single detail about him, a 
tear spills from my eye. | take a glance at him, he looks so peaceful, so gentle, so beautiful. He is just like an 
angel. A snow angel.. How is it possible that- 

| don't want to believe what | just read, but | know that it's all true. | just don't understand how a man like him 
can be the person that is been told about in the papers. | just don't want to believe. It can't be him, it can't 
be.. 

Something has died, | can feel it. With all the things I've read, something has died. 

So | take all my thanks back | damn my curiosity, | damn the wind, | damn the grass, | damn that man, | damn 
the papers. | wish | haven't read them. But deep inside | know that l'm just trying to get away from the truth. 
| thought | really loved him, but these papers.. They are killing my love. One part of me still thinks of the 
times we had, and the other part regrets that | met him. 

| think | just needed to be warmer inside the house. But | can get used to living without it. | then decide to get 
him out of my heart, and my home where my dreams belong. 

"Words don't matter, do they?" 

Words don't matter? How can they not matter? | am cold, in this warm house, near the fireplace... | am cold, | 


am trembling. Words don't matter.. Words don't matter.. Words don't matter do they? 


No Way Out 


Now, | don't want to speak. Now, | don't want to be with him. Now, | don't want to care for him. Now, | don't 
want to love him. But | wish | knew that there was no way to stop myself from loving him before | let him in. 
No way. 

| didn't talk to him even once yesterday. I'm not going to talk to him even once today. He doesn't talk to me as 
well. He gets out, to the freezing cold. He just disappears for the rest of the day. 

At night, he comes back. | open the door, he rushes inside, running away from the cold. Then, he starts 
shouting at me. | don't know what to do, my heart is like an innocent child's, unfamiliar with raised voices and 
red faces. He asks why | don't talk to him, he says that | betrayed him, he says that | hurt him. Then, | tell 
him about the papers | read. 

We listen to the breeze coming from outside for a while, we don't speak. | look at him, he doesn't look at me. 
Then, he opens his mouth, "You believed it?" That's all he says. He looks at me as if I'm a monster that hurt 
him mercilessly. | feel my cheeks burning as | get angry, at him, for the first time in my life. "So its my 
fault?!" | scream and he jumps. "You just came into my house with no explanation, Axl!" | continue. "These 
papers are the only information | have about you, how could | not believe it?! Plus, these papers tell what 
everyone thinks of you!" 

But Axl doesn't step back. "So you believed that | broke up the whole band?!" he yells. "That band was my life, 
did the papers say that?!" he continues, and | slowly move away from him. "Those guys in the band, they were 
my best friends, did the papers say that?! They left me when | needed them the most, they abandoned mel" 
He steps towards me. "Oh and, you believed that | was a wife-beater that abused women and ruined people's 
lives?!" 

| feel my hot tears spilling to my cheeks. "I don't know why | let you in here. | really don't” | say, but it sounds 
more like a whisper. | can't see him because of my blurry eyes. He comes near me. "I can't be with you." | say. 
"I can't love you, Axl." | continue crying, | know that | haven't felt such a thing before. | feel like everything is 
over, that it's too late. If | was born at the right place and time, it would have been possible. But now, | feel 
that it is not possible. | wish | could go back, and stop him from doing the things he has done. | wish | could go 
back to the right time. 

| cry, and he talks to me softly. "Don't cry.." he touches my hand. "Something is changing inside you, don't you 
know honey?" | feel my heart beating faster, and with passion. "Shh, love." he gives me a whisper, and wipes 
away my tears. "You're gonna make it your own way. But you'll be alright now sugar." He continues. "You'll feel 
better tomorrow." | sigh deeply. "Come to morning light now baby.."Then, he holds me and lays me down | fall 
asleep in his arms, hoping to dream about us, hearing that familiar melody once again. 

When the morning light comes, we wake up. | feel his arms around me, his chin on my head. He looks down and 
says: "Do you want to know me?" | nod. "I will tell you, | will tell you everything." he says. "I will teach you the 
truth." 

| trust him, | really feel better. | love him, | really see the world brighter. | am not scared now, | have him. 
This is a new beginning for my heart, a new beginning to my whole life. | don't know what he will lead me to. 


But it's okay. | let him inside my house, | let him into my heart, and there is no way for him to get out. 


The Color of Love 


| open my eyes and my blood starts running faster when | turn my head. Axl is sleeping, beside me, like a 
beautiful dove. He looks so peaceful with his chest rising and falling. | smile. Then | softly put my hand on his 
chest. He is warm, warm like fire... 

"Good morning love.." he says, opening his eyes. | love it when he calls me "love", | love it when | hear his voice, 
| love it when he speaks to me.. It is strange that only a few days ago | did not want to speak with him, and 
did not want to love him. | feel like | have done the best decision of my life by letting him in. | can't imagine 
how my life would be like if he was not here with me, or how my house would look like without him inside it, 
as if he has always been here. Since he came, the house is even warmer, and the freezing cold cannot be felt 
even a little. | think of telling these to him, but | just say "Good morning.." instead. 

He turns to me and kisses me. The warmth of his lips makes me feel my heart melt, which has been frozen 
for a long time. | kiss him back. And then he touches me.. This time | shiver, not because it's cold, but because 
| can't breathe, and | don't want to. Thats when | hear a noise coming from the ceiling. It sounds like.. Water? 
We pull away and | look above, shocked. The ceiling starts getting wet, something strange is going on. There is 
an abnormal feeling inside me, making my heart feel trapped inside my ribcage. He holds me tightly, noticing the 
strangeness. | look through the window and let out an uncontrollable scream when | see that all the snow 
outside has turned into water, as well as the snow on top of the house. He has made my heart melt, he has 
made the snow melt.. 

The house, my home is just like a ship floating in the sea now.. We just stand there and wait, wait for a sign, 
wait for an idea to come to our minds, trying to decide what to do.. We both know that we are not going to be 
able to get out of this house anymore. | don't know if | should be happy or not, | am trapped here in this 
house, but he is too. 

"I know what to do." he says, letting go of me. He pulls out a saw from one of the drawers near the fireplace. 
He points it at the ceiling and starts sawing a square in it. When he is done and when he removes the wooden 
square he just sawed, | look above and see.. A clear sky.. | haven't seen a clear sky in my life, it makes me 
smile. No, no.. | haven't seen the sky in my life, at all. | could never look above when | was outside because of 
the intense snow. Wherever | tried to look above, at the sky, snow would fall to my face violently and prevent 
me from seeing this beauty. 

He climbs up and sits on the roof, getting through the square he sawed. | do the same, and he holds my hands 
to pull me up. The view is astonishing. | see an endless sea, which has the most beautiful blue-green color | 
have seen in my life. | usually don't see many colors when | am inside the house. Almost everything is a shade 
of brown and black. At the fireplace, there are reds, oranges and yellows inside the fire. Other than that, 
everything outside is white. The snow is white.. | can't help but start laughing cheerfully, seeing all these 
beautiful colors.. How could | have guessed? Life is colorful, life is beautiful.. 

| raise my head to look at the sky again, the beautiful, blue infinity.. He softly brings his hand into mine and 
holds my hand. He caresses it as | can't move my eyes from the sky. "| guess you haven't seen something like 
this before." he whispers, and | nod. "Then, there are others things you haven't seen before. Like.. The 
sunshine." he says and slowly turns my head to another side. Then | see, the roof of my house being 
brightened by sunshine. It looks amazingly warm, unlike the view I've had before he came in. "Have you ever 
seen the.. Rain?" he asks, then continues, "Or the clouds? The stars?" 

| finally set my eyes on him instead of the sky. Then | realize that before this day | have seen more colors 


than | thought. His hair is reddish, and his eyes are a mesmerizing green. "No, | haven't" | say quietly. | wonder 
what color his soul is. "I will show you, | promise." he says. | smile at him. The color of love, | decide. The color 
of a rose, red and lively. The color of the sun, which makes me warm and lights me up.. 

Or, the color of fire.. 

His love.. His love has made my heart melt.. My warm house has turned into a wooden ship. The freezing cold 

has ended, the cotton-like snow has melted. Now | see a sky above me, it is just like heaven. That's when | lend 
an ear to the familiar melody once again. 


There's a heaven above you, baby.. 


